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his v^jLce to its utmost pitch, and sang the very verses
that 'Omar had composed a few fyours before ; till all
who were going by, horse or foot, in the deep shadow of
the sunken road stopped to listen ; and some one called
out through the darkness, ' 0, you who are singing up
there, have you no fear of God, that you thus hinder
the pilgrims from the accomplishment of their duty \ '
Then he stopped singing, and the crowd beneath moved
on ; till after a little while he forgot, and raised his
voice .higher than ever, for he was now fairly drunk;
and so he continued, sometimes bewitching the pilgrims
into a halt, and sometimes pausing to let them go on
townwards; while 'Omar sat by enjoying tjj.e sport
till it was now midnight. Then there came by along
the road from Damascus one mounted on a blood horse
of the highest breed ; he too stopped to listen like one
under a spell : then suddenly he turned out of the
path, and rode right up the hill till he came close under
the crest ; when, folding one leg over the saddle,
he called out, * 0 singer, whoever you are, can you, so
Allah bless you, do me the favour to go over that last
tune of yours again?' Ebn-Soreyj answered, 'Yes,
and twenty others, may Allah bless you into the
bargain : which tune is it you wish for?' The horse-
man named it ; and when Ebn-Soreyj had sung it,
called for a second and a third ; but on his asking
for a fourth, 'With all my heart/ rejoined Ebn-Soreyj,
' but on condition that you alight from your horse, and
come up hither and sit and drink with us/ 'That
I cannot do/ answered the other from the darkness;
' but I beseech you to excuse me, and to sing me but
one more tune, and regard not my being on horseback/
Ebn-Soreyj complied : when he had finished, the rider
called out, 'In Allah's name are you not Ebn-Soreyj T
6 Yes I am he/ 'Life and happiness to you, Ebn-